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CALL'D, 


The Fool's Expedation : Or, The Wheel of Fortune. 


Acted at the Theatre Royal in Dorſet Gardens. 


ww POU're weloome, Gentlemen, I'm glad to ſee, 
| That Knaves, and Fools, ſo lovingly agree. 


Here our Advent'rers, and Projettors, met, 

In Crowds together undiſtinguiſh'd ſwear. 
See how each huzgs his Cully like a Brother. 
They match like Tickets cut from ane another. 
For Knave and Fool's fo like, in all but hearr, 
You'd ſwear, that one was 'rother's Counterpart. 

This throng'd Appearance rids me of my Fear 
Of a lean Harveſt this untoward Year. 
By Neal, and Speed, you've been fo often hit, 
I was afraid our Projef wou'd not hit. 
Bur, Heaven be preis'd ! Ours is a Fertile Soil, 
The forward Crop outſhoots our buſieſt toil. 
Hencefarth we'l tear no Dearth, or Reformation 
Of Fools, the Glory of the EY þ Nation, 
Pure Sterl/ing-Foo!s, that V/it &\d Caution hate, 
Whoſe pride *ris to be dull, and obſtinare. 

As Flanders was your Nurſcry tor Bullies, 
$90 Projefts are Hot-beds that force up Cullies ; 
And Lor'ries are a Spot, that manag'd right, 
Raiſes vaſt Crops, lize Muſhromes, 1n a Night. 
By often paring, and reducing low, 
Like Vines, by pruning, they more fruitful grow, 

I laugh ta ſce fo many Thouſands round, 
Gaping for Per worths of a Thouſand Pound ; 
Not one, that has a ſingle Ticket gor, 
Wou'd be contented with a meaner Lot. 
Fach huggs himſelf on his imagin'd Luck, 
And Grins to think how the b:/&: Foofs will look. 
So Fops, that laugh at Matrimony, wed, 
Thar hiſs'd their Neighbour, when he ſhar'd his Bed, 
They own the Sex all naughr, bur oze, and Fate, 
Fach thinks, reſerves that one to be his Mare. 
Faith, let rhe Frolick here for once go round, 
Let each Man think he has the Thouſand Pound. 
For this Conceipt will be, when all is o're, 
As juſtly grounded, as his hopes before, 

ut, comfort Friends, let no One here relent, 

You've no great reaſon to be penitent, 
For if your Stars ordain'd you Fools, the Fates + 
Have made 'you ſo at vcry eaſy Rates. 
All choſe, that heretofore with Neal have traded, 
In Bank, Kaſt-India Stock, and Projetts waded, 
Have paid exceſſive Fines, to raiſe their Gains, 
And Summs advanc'd to ſhew a want of Brains, 
The Quality, and Rich, might uſe thoſe Tools, 
tone cou'd afford, but rhey ro be their Fools. 
Bur our Proje&or, that conſults your eaſe, 
Contriv'd to ſhew you here for Pence apicce. 
Tho' F.riune's favours be ro moſt deny'd, 
He hopes you will be all well farisfy'd 
Nor grudge his Gains, whatever they appear, 
Which are but Five and Twenty Hundred clear. 
For in all Sights this Maxim (till obcaings, 
That he, thas ſhews the Monſter, ſweeps the Gaing. 


EPILOGU 


BY FORTUNE. 


Wou'd proſecute their claim at Commen-Law. 

And Chanc'ry in their Favour would decree, 

Their Title's queſtionleſs in Equity. 

| For Fortune muſt provide for want of Senſe ; 
Fools are a Rent-charge upon Providence. 

| For Wit, and Parts a Portion are from Heaven, 

And unto Morrals for Subſiſtance given ; 


Arelecft to ſhift, and live upon their Wirs. 

Know therefore all, it has been long decreed, 
That Wit ſhou'd never, where I rule, ſucceed. 
If any fuch among this crow'd appear, 


| Let 'em withdraw, they have no buſineſs here, 


Thouſands I ſce, that all expe&t my Graces, 


Blanks in their Hands, and Benefits in their Faccs- 
Bur if I'm forc'd to bilk their ExpeRarion, | 
Tis, I proteſt, ſore againſt Inclination, 
The Firſt Rate Fools this time my Coffers drain, 
Bur ſoon I hope, my Wheel will fill again. 
Ler the unlucky bring next time this Face, 
And it ſhall be his Warrant for ſucceſs, 
For of this Crowd, not One's within my Sight, 
But by his Phiz ſhou'd be my Favourite. 

Here's Fuftice blinking with her Trinkets 00, 
To give a Colour ta what I ſhall da. 
Bur comfort Friends! I ſay it to her Face, 
She has no right tro meddle in this Place. 


As if One Man ſhould all Heav'n's Gifts inherit. 
Bur ſhe ſhall ne'r prevail to injure Fools, 
Or Ferter me with her damn'd formal Rules. 
Fortune, like Women, is to Merit coy, 
Coxcombs are priviledgd, and may enjoy. 
Shoul'd we careſs ill manner'd, ſurly Traes, 
That rail, and call us Whores, and Proftitures ? 
That challenge all our Bounties as their due, 
And loath old Favours, only charm'd with new ? 
No! We muſt Fools onr truſty Slaves advance ; 
None thrive, like Altars rais'd by Ignorance. 
Bur the irrevocable Prize is gone, | 

Which ſo devoutly all attend upon. 
Which cou'd I but recall, I wou'd beſtow ir, 
Upon the City Laurear, our Poet ; 
Who has ſo much, and ſo divinely Writ, 
Yet never was ſuſpeRed for a Wir. 
Of Slaviſh ſenſe he ſtill disdains the Yoke, 
And Apes the Nonſenſe, Thou, and Hodey fpqke; 
- Stiff haughty Bombaſt rymbles in each line, 

Like rhat which does in Londow's Triumph: ſhine 

For which next venture, he ſhall be ſo trim, | 
| Scarce ſhall his Pageanr: dare to rival him. 
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She wou'd give Wealth,and pow'r to Worth, and Merig, 


| 
Fa Immemorial Time the Fierce, and Bold, | 
| 


Raſh, Giddy, thoughtleſs Fools my Favour ro 
They plead nn, and ſhou'd I withdraw, 


And thoſe, in whom thoſe luckleſs gifts One meets, | 
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